of M* G. Ga^oyne.                     a?

In this good mood, an end woorthy the fhowe,
Bereft of fpeech, his hands to God he heau'd:
And fweetly thus, good Gaskoigne went a Dto,
Yea with fuch eafe, as no man there perceiu'd,
By ftrugling figne, or firming for his breth:
That he abode, the paines and pangs of Death

Exhortatio.

His Sean ts playd, you folowe on the act,

Life is but death, til fleih, and blood be flain: Good i

God giaunt his woords, within your harts be pact

As good men doo, holde earthly pleafures vain.

The good for ther needs, Vtuntur mundo:

And vfe good deeds, Vtfruantur Deo.

Contemne the chaunge, (vfe nay abufe) not God,

Through holy fhowes, this wordly muck to fcratch :

To deale with men and Saints is very od.         ipocnte*

Hypocrifie, a man may ouer catch.

But Hypocrite, thy hart the Lord dooth fee :

Who by thy thoughts (not thy words) wil iudge thee*

Thou iefting foole, which mak'ft at fin a face,

Beware that God, in earnefl plague thee not:

For where as he, is coldefl in his grace,                 huera-

Kuen there he is, iu vengeance very hot

Tempt not to far, the loth eft man to fight:

When he is forfle, the luftieft blowes dooth fmight